384	THE FOUNTAIN	^
itched for action, and every day that passed, every meeting
between Lewis and Julie, enlivened the itch. Their meet-
ings were outwardly harmless and could not damage them
in the eyes of the world, but what decisions were being
made, or had been made, between them, she dared not
guess. She imagined that, without her knowledge, the
ground might be crumbling under her feet. Fear presented
to her Sophie's and Allard's derision if Lewis were to go
suddenly and Julie with him. Julie, restless, weary, dully
expectant, was capable of any folly.
"In the spring, Julie," she said at last, "when it is pos-
sible to travel, shall we go abroad together, you and I? It
will make a break before settling down in Enkendaal again."
"I don't think I can ever settle down in Enkendaal
again," Julie answered.
"But this is your home, my dear. You have no other.,.,
Now, let us think where we should like to travel. I haven't
planned a real holiday for five years. You shall choose. I
want to do what pleases you."
"I know, mother. You have always thought of me—too
much perhaps. We may never have got on together; we're
differently made. But I'm not ungrateful."
"Then, my dear	"
"What, mother?"
"Won't you let me help you again?"
"In what way can you help me?"
The Baroness sighed. "I can't help you at all if you will
not trust me. You have reason to trust me, you know.
Another woman, who cared less for her daughter's point
of view—for her independence—might have behaved
differently when she knew that	"
"That Lewis was my lover?"
"It was natural and forgivable in the circumstances
of the war." The Baroness touched her daughter's hand
with groping affection. "I have been young myself." She
smiled, though she had little heart for smiling.
Julie withdrew from her. "It was not for that reason
you were silent, mother."
The Baroness made a little gesture of despair. "My

